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were crude, indelicate, bestial in their depiction of raw life,
suffering, and death . . . and that the public would never
accept them. She loved him more than ever . . . she flung
her arms about his neck and kissed him warmly to prove
it ... she would always love him . . . she would marry
him right away . . . only wouldn't he be sensible and take a
position in the post office ... or try to get a steady job as a
reporter on a newspaper?

Jack was saddened by Mabel's lack of faith in his work,
but it did not lessen his love for her. Like the hothouse
editors in the East, she had been bred in a genteel and anaemic
tradition. Well, he'd show them. He'd blast them out of
their complacency! He'd teach them what a short story
really was!

He returned to his rough wooden table, rolled himself an
unending line of bumpy cigarettes, and dug in harder than
ever. He wrote blistering articles about the Class War on the
same typewriter ribbon with adventure stories for children;
gripping tales of death and heroic struggles against fate in
the frozen north on the same notepaper with jokes for Town
Topics. He attacked bis books with renewed vigor, making
copious notes on war, international trade, graft in govern-
ment and the courts, the wastes of competitive industry,
strikes, boycotts, the woman's suffrage movement, crimin-
ology, modern medicine, the progress of engineering and
modern science, building file after file of material into his
own well-organised reference library. No day passed with
less than sixteen hours of study and writing; whenever his
physical condition permitted he forced himself to work
for nineteen hours, and seven days a week. Dig can move
more mountains than faith ever dreamed of.

During the months of intense application he had had
little time for friends or social activity. Mabel and her
mother had moved to San Jose, a small town in the Santa
Clara valley. Now he began to feel that he had cut himself
off from people too much; one of the first needs of his
nature was for genial and interesting companionship.
When the newly formed Ruskin Club, composed of the cream